

Jerkies FrinFi cfTjr?l 

Thatftill records within Gne,ot when 
She would With rich and conftanc pen^ 

Y axle to hoc Miftrefle Dm ftfll a 
Th i&TbyMen contends in skill 
With&bfolute Marina : {o' 

The Dove of ‘Paphos might with the troW 
Vic feathers white, Marina gees 
AU praifes, which are paide as debts? 

And not as given, this ics darken 
M'-rtyfoteniX I graceful! markes, £ 

That Cleons wife w i It envie rare* 1 ■ ' 

A prefent murderer, does prepare 
Tor good (JPfarim : that her daughter • > , 
Might Hand peerele(re%thisffaU'ghcef: ’ ' 
The fooner ner vile thoughts to 
Lychorida our Nurfe is dead. 

And turfed Diimiziah d t h ’ 

The pregnant inftrument of wrath? ' 

PreO: for this blow, the unborn® event, 

J do commend to your content 

Only I carried winged Tifad, 

Pofte on the lame here of my rime,' 

Which never could I focomby, 

VnlefTe your thoughts went on mv way," 
Dtom&a doth appear®, -Y .. 

[W ith Leonine a murderer. 


Ikrffi, 


, . ' E#* Dicnfaia and Leonine;' ■ 
f /2 * Thy eatb remember, thou haft fworne to do it, tiVbuta 
''fawmlMnf SVCr kfknowiie^thou canftnotdo a thing in 
t ?7 eeld * ec «> m* profited not conTti- 
■toonirelv ^ »n flaming thy ■ love bofotne, enflame 

tl«, but tea tave ^ “ Clt 

■- j 


Jerkies Vrinct 

Thou art refolv’d ? 
u Leon. I am refoly’tf ♦ 

Enter oj^tariwt with a basket of Flowers l _ 

'Of 4 r.No, I will robbe Tellm 0 f her weede, to ftrew thy, 
breene with Flowers : the ycllowes, blewes, the purple* Vio- 
lets and Marigolds, ftiall as a Carpet hang upon thy grayed 
^vhile Summer day es doth laft. Aye me poore maid^ borne m 
a tempeft, when my mother dide : this world to me is like a 
tailing ftorme, hurrying me from my friends. - ■ 

Dion. How now ^Marina ? why ae’ye weepc alone * 

How chance my daughter is not with you ? 

Doe not confmne your bloud with forrowing. 

You have a Nurfe bf me. Lord how yonr favor’s 
Chang, d with this unprofitable woe * 

Come give me your flowers, ere the fea marre it, .,1 

[W alke with Leonine , the ayre is quicke there, 

And it pierces and lharpens the ftomackd j ' 

k Co me Leonine take her by the arme, walke with her? 

Mar. No I pray you, He not bereave you of your fervant? 

, Dion. Come, come, 1 love the King yout father, and your 
felfe, with more than forraine heart ; we every day expeft him 
here, when he (hall come and finde our Parigon, to all reports 
shus blafted. Hee will repentthe breadth of nis great Voyage, 
blame both my Lord and mee, that wee have taken no care to 
your belt courfes. Go I pray you, walke and be chearefall once 
againe j relerve that excellent complexion, which did fteale the 

eyes ofyoung and old, T > 

Care not for me, I can goe home alone 
Mar-, W ell, I will goe, but yet I have no deGre to it 
Dion. Come, comej I know ’tis good for you -s 
W alke halfe an houre Leonine , at the kali 
Remember what I have fasd, 

Leon, I warrant you Madam? 

ieave you my fweet Lady, for a while: pray walke 

^Iy,4oenotheateyourb^d| What, I muft have a care o£ 
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